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      I show up at his door drenched, desperate, and not wearing any panties.

      
        
        Some vacation this is. All I wanted was to finally write my romance novel. Only the deluge of the century strands me in pouring rain with no transportation, no food, and severe chocolate cravings. The kind of hunger that drives me to bang on a stranger’s door.

      

        

      
        The snarly, grumpy mountain man who answers is all brooding glares and reluctant hospitality. His scowl doesn’t hide the pain in his eyes—or the way they heat up once he’s fed me and I tell him what I’m not wearing beneath his borrowed shirt.

      

        

      
        “I’m too broken for someone like you,” he whispers in the darkness after nightmares drag him from sleep and I crawl into his bed determined to heal his heart, to banish the memories that haunt his nights.

      

        

      
        And if it takes turning up the heat so he’ll stop pushing me away, want to keep me forever? I’m all for it.

      

        

      
        Welcome to Wild Rose Mountain K-9 Rescue in West Texas! Where the ex-military alpha mountain men are hot, over the top, and about to be brought to their knees by the sassy, strong women who cross their paths.

      

        

      
        Full of fun and flirty banter, Macy’s books are SAFE (no cheating, no cliffhangers), and every standalone novel or novella delivers a heartfelt happily ever after!
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            hannon

          

          Early Summer

        

      

    

    
      Deep in the Wild Rose Mountains

      I watch the rain hammer my cabin windows for the seventh straight day. The sky’s pissed, and I’m right there with it. My after-lunch coffee’s long gone cold while I stare at the downpour turning my yard into a swamp.

      Cyclone limps over, his hips acting up with the damp. He leans his bulk against my leg, sensing my mood. I scratch behind his graying ears.

      “At least it’s keeping those damn rental cabins up the road empty,” I tell him. “No city slickers to deal with.”

      Ruger stays in her corner, watchful but distant, as always. Only three legs, she’s the most skittish rescue I’ve ever seen. Combat does that. I can relate.

      My satellite phone chirps. Jacob from K-9 Mountain Rescue.

      “Hannon,” I answer.

      “Creek’s up and impassable. Thought you’d want to know.”

      “Thanks.” I don’t elaborate. Jacob doesn’t expect me to. I send up a prayer for those in low outlying areas. Lord knows the last thing Texas needs is another flood tragedy.

      I hang up, mentally inventorying my supplies. For myself? I’m set. Food for a year, dog cans and kibble for almost that long, generator fuel, ammo. Let the world roll on without me. I’m set.

      Just how I like it: alone.

      Thirty minutes later, Cyclone’s head jerks up. He can’t hear worth shit anymore, but from how he’s acting, he feels the vibration of something approaching. Then he barks—three sharp woofs! That means potential trouble.

      I peer through the rain-streaked window. Nothing at first. Then through the gloom, I spy a drenched figure trudging up my cesspool of a driveway, hunched against the wind. From her soggy attire, female.

      Fuck.

      She reaches my porch and pounds on the door.

      “Hello? Is anyone home?”

      I flip off the lights and stand perfectly still. Maybe she’ll think no one’s here and leave. Go back to whatever vacation cabin she intruded from.

      “Please! I know you’re there. I saw a shadow move.”

      Damn these thin curtains. Damn my aversion to people.

      “My car’s stuck and I’ve been walking for hours. The creek’s flooded. I can’t get to town!”

      Her voice breaks on the last word. Not my problem. I don’t move.

      “I’m out of food! Finished off my last can of tuna yesterday. Had the last brownie for breakfast!” Another pound on the door, harder this time. “I’m hungry and tired and I just want some chocolate! Is that too much to ask?”

      I almost smile, not at her plight but at her request. She doesn’t want a tow or a lift into town. Doesn’t ask if she can use my phone. She wants chocolate. Then I hear a sound I didn’t expect—a whimper from Ruger.

      The three-legged dog who’s never shown interest in anything besides her food bowl and being left alone now limps toward the door, ears perked.

      “Ruger?” I whisper.

      A sob comes from outside. “Fine! I’ll just camp out on your porch till the rain stops. Or I die of starvation. Whatever comes first.”

      Damn woman.

      I haul the door open, expecting to find some entitled princess who’s annoyed that her vacation isn’t going as planned. Instead, I find a dripping wet woman with mascara streaking down her cheeks and the most wounded, soulful eyes I’ve ever seen. She’s tiny, probably a foot shorter than my six-three, with rain-soaked clothes clinging to curves I don’t want to notice, but do anyway.

      “Oh!” She stumbles back a step at my abrupt appearance. “Thank you, thank you! I was beginning to think I’d have to build an ark.”

      And damn me if Ruger doesn’t limp right past me. Greeting this total stranger with a light bark of welcome.
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      The scowling mountain of a man filling the doorframe looks as though he’d rather shoot me than help me, but I’m too desperate to care.

      “I’m Lissa,” I say, wiping rain from my face. “I’m staying at one of the rental cabins up the road.” Though road is a generous descriptor for what’s basically a pitted, rutted, rocked-over/caliche path now that the early monsoon rains in West Texas have sunk their wet teeth into the area. “My car got stuck when I tried to go into town for supplies.”

      His eyebrows lower and intensify his glower as he takes in my ragged appearance.

      My romance-writing brain is already cataloging details. His beard is thick but not horribly long, his dark hair overgrown, and his shoulders are so broad they could hold a football team. He’s exactly what I’d imagine a mountain hermit would look like—if mountain hermits were devastatingly handsome in a rugged, frowny way.

      A dog appears at his side—a three-legged beauty who walks as though she’s new to it. She nudges my hand, and I gratefully pet her head, relieved at the welcome even if it’s not from the human homeowner.

      The man’s eyebrows shoot back up. Green. His eyes are a sparkly pure green.

      “Come in,” he barks, stepping back. “Before you catch pneumonia, croak, and cause me all sorts of paperwork.”

      I stumble inside, so relieved I don’t care if I’m not really welcome. The cabin is a mix of messy man and cozy home—wood floors with a few streaks of dried dirt and obvious pawprints from earlier today, a stone fireplace that’s not lit but ready, and several pieces of big, hearty furniture.

      “You’re soaked through,” he says, pointing. “Bathroom’s that way. Towels in the cabinet. I’ll find you something to wear.”

      “Thank you so much, Mr.…?”

      “Hannon. No mister.”

      My back tingles with the weight of his gaze as I escape to the bathroom. The three-legged dog follows me and I feel a bit guilty closing the door in its face. I peel off my dripping clothes and wrap myself in the large beach towel from the top of the short stack. The mirror reflects my disaster zone of a face—mascara everywhere (at least the dark smudges mask the exhaustion beneath my eyes), hair plastered to my skull. The skin both pale and flushed. (That last part no doubt due to him. Who knew a sexy bear of a man was my type? I sure didn’t.)

      “Blech.” I stick my tongue out at myself. What a first impression.

      A knock at the door makes me jump.

      “Clothes,” comes the rough bark. When I crack open the door, his large hand passes me two pieces of rolled fabric. “Give me yours to toss in the washer.”

      “Thanks.” I open the door enough to toe the dripping pile back into the short hallway. I know my bare shoulder is visible but I try to keep the rest of me hidden.

      He scoops up the drenched pile, gives a command to the hovering dog I don’t recognize and they both retreat.

      Back in the safety of the bathroom, I pull on his gift of clothing. There’s a black T-shirt, faded to dark gray and buttery soft, and a flannel shirt I pull on over it that falls to the middle of my thighs. That and two pairs of thick socks which I tug on gratefully. That’s it. No panties, no boxers. Nothing else to cover the girly bits and I’m both aghast and delighted at the secret thrill that shoots between my legs knowing I’m about to walk back out and see him while not wearing any panties.

      When I emerge, he’s in the kitchen area, his back to me.

      “Thank you for letting me in.” I keep to the edge of the room. “I was starting to think I’d have to eat leaves for dinner.”

      He turns, and I catch flames firing deep in his eyes when he sees me in his clothes. The heat of it flushes me all over.

      “Sit.” He nods toward a kitchen chair. “You said you were hungry.”

      I sink into the chair, surprised I haven’t toppled over. The three-legged dog settles near while another, older canine watches from across the room.

      “That’s Ruger by your feet,” he says, placing
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